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A Sestina
Madeline Spivey
In clusters of floating sticks, underneath Orrs Bridge.
That’s where the foamy run-off
collects to escape the water’s rush.
It seems it has always been that way.
Before you go under, take a breath.
When I look out my kitchen window I can see the creek.
I’ve been thinking a lot about the creek.
I imagine myself floating, and by the time I reach the bridge
a quarter mile down, I don’t have breath
anymore, and my worries could depart my body and run off
into the cold water way.
And then breath could return to me, this time lacking the aimless rush
that plagued me before; a rebirth in the rush
that always presses onward, forward—this sacred creek.
They called it Conoduguinet, “a long way
with many bends,” a name bestowed upon it before the bridge
ever existed. I remember hunting for crayfish there. Lift a rock and they run off,
dodging your toes, blending into their background. Take a breath.
I would get tired of trying to catch them, of taking a breath
only to watch them escape my pale extremities that look like ghosts under the rush.
I try not to be like the crayfish, running off
when exposed to the muted light of the sun that enters even the creek.
I remember once wading in, finding a calf caught in the sticks under the bridge,
swiftly stolen by flood waters from a farm up the way.
I presumed air did not return to its rotting lungs, blocking its way
to the next bend, to the next possibility of being. I held my breath.
I have been searching for something, anything to bridge
the gap between my now and my then and my tomorrow, but no matter my rush,
the water proceeds as it always has, the creek
offering passage to living things and dead things and foamy run-off.
No matter how hard I might try, I can’t run off.
The warmth of the sun dissolves me where I stand, still uncertain of the way.
I’ve been thinking a lot about the creek.
The water’s ripple is soft, as if the breeze that bends it is a breath
from above. There is no rush
to approach the bridge
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a quarter mile down the creek, where the run-off
continues to collect underneath. Beyond the bridge, there is still a long way.
When I step in, my feet are welcomed by the cool rush. I release my breath.

